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Judge Marcellus, Fleeing Mystery

1.
sndge Joslah Marcellus went to the
seeking in thelr remoteness
absolute release from
§ Teasional cares which he had not found

Lpountiing,
| from the city that

y the sea,
| g:t seemed good to return to the comforts
of Lyndon Inn, They were all there—the
.deep veranda, the well appointed rooms,
_the generous table; and yet he felt rather
than marked a difference. Repose had
gone from the atmosphere, and in its stead
uncertainty and suspense lurked indefin.

ly.

(WY dord Mattern and his wife had
; greeted him with the cordiality due an old
i"and honored guest, expressing much re-
! gret that their daughter Helen, onoce &
"little favorite of his and now grown into
.4 fine gir], should be away on a visit. But
i there was a faraway look in the man's
gyes; the set of his' jaws, always resolute,
wis desperate in its doggedness, while
,gomething,—could itbe terror?—had shrunk
.‘the placid comeliness of the woman.

0ld Nubbins, the waiter, as adept and
attentive as twenty years before, breathed
s possible hint in his explaration of the
guperfluity of fish and the scarcity of meat

t dinner. ;

' “You see, eir,” he whispered, “the old

man didn't come to time this morning;

s the butcher cut him off,”

This intimation was strengthened that
\evening when the Judge returned from
his stroll. The parlors presented a pleasant,
even a brilliant sceme, with the guests
grouped around the walls or at the windows
enjoying the admirable performance on
{he piano by a picturesque old lady.

In the office there was dissatisfaction,
even mutiny, Cooks, housemaics, waiters
and scullions, the colleotive body of sgr-
yants, vehemently urged demands upon
their master, who confronted them with
the calimness of despair.

The Judge was just about to retire that
night when his conjectures seemed oon~
firmed by the entrance of Mr. Mattern.

“] saw you notived that bit of a settle-
ment 1 wae having with the help, sir,” began
the landlord, decidedly ill at ease.* The
fact is I met with serious losses last winter
—a fool and hid money, you understand—
and now 1 have the hardest kind of scratoh-
fng to meet current expenses.”

*You have a select houseful of guests,”
rejoined the Jucdge in surprise,

“Yes; hut don't you know, rich people
ean't understand why any one should need
money any more than they do; and so they
take their time about paying their bills,
Ican't attempt to hurry them, The slight-

. est sort of a suggestion would clear the
house, and g0 when supplies are shut down,
and servants get impudent, I have to make
all sorts of excusen about being so far from
.cjvilization. TLord, sir, I wish I was twioe
as far' Of course, in the case of an old
customer, who has confidence in me, I
might—IL might——"
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at the supersariptioa of the
letter delivered to him a few days later by
spocial messenger from the mearest ralivoad
town, the J went directly to his room,
It was from his confidential man, Abe
Cronkits, who never wrote, any more than
ho spoke without having something to say.

The letter ran as follows:

REspEoTaD BIR: The Daymond ocase Is
developing so curiously that I write to warn
you not to he surprised should you recognize
me unexpectedly Lo the near future.

Matters were at this junoture, you will
recollect, when I took charge on your depart-
ure from town: The expert autopsy, held at
YOuR guggestion, revealed that David Day-
monddisd from vegetable polsoning.

The alleged will, made the day before his
death, and effered for probate by the bene-
ficlary thereunder, Gerald Daymond, his
nephew, was shown by you to be a rank
forgery,

Warrant was fssued for Gerald Dgymond,
but before it could be served he fled to parts
unknown. Neither you nor I ever saw him.
Miss Qupelle, the young nurse who had at-
tended Mr. Pgvid Daymond, was arrested
and held as an pooessory before the faot. I§
wes shown that her oredemtials were false}
that she had no professional eduoation or
standing; that her name was assumed. Bhe
has remained mute, unknown, cut off from
the world,

“My subsequeunt Investigations have con-
vinoed me this slngular and Interesting
young woman has been the innocent inatru-
ment of Gerald Daymond, whom she loves
with all the intensity of simplicity. I believe
that he persuaded her to go e nurse to his
uncle’s house in order that she might bring
about their reconciliation.

I believe that Gerald, when he seoretly saw
his uncle, slipped a pellet oontaining the
poison in the medicine prescribed; that this
was in time administered by Mise Capelle,
and that through the magio of {nstinctive
reasoning she now realizes the truth and Is
determined at all hazards to protect and save
Her lover.

It may well be, too, that famlily pride is an
element in constraining her to preserve her
incognito.

How, then, is she to be compelled to apeak?
‘Why, through the influenoe of another passion,
eaen more strong than that which keeps her
sllent.

I find, sir, that Gerald has been samething
of 8 Lotharle. A dashing young vaudeville

The Judge’s heart was as kind as his

brain was keen.

“By the way, Mattern,” he sa'd, taking
,out his pocketbopk, “I can just as well pay
- month. in advance if you like.”

Mattern did like. His thanks were pro-

fuse, but none the less sincere.
. After he had gone, the Judge, in review-
. Ing the incident as a mild relaxation for
the mind, was surprised to note how litt.ie
amusement it afforded.. The parting look
of his host haunted him from eyee weary
.and hopeless,

“Mattern did need the money,"” he mused.
*It relieved his present anxieties only to
make room for deeper trouble. Bomething
I wrong. g

“1 ought to go. But there is restfulness

about the old sovnes and associations; and
* 1 would lik~ to see little Helen again on her
return, »

*Yes; [ will stick it out.”

184

This aversion to abandoning a settled
plan was characteristic of the Judge. As
was inevitable in a man of his age and
habit, he was set in his ways. What was
well to do once, it was wall to continue todo.
Half the time lost in life was caused by
trifling ¢hange.

Personal peculiarities spring from such
regularity, and the Judge had his share of
them. For instance, he carried a large
smount of money with him, as men used

' to do when he was young, instead of relying
on a check book, as is the modern vogue.

It followed, too, so logicaly from his
neatness and partioularity that it need
tcarcely be mentioned, that this money
was always in clean, fresh bills, folded after
an approved style of his own, In coming
to the mpuntains, the Judge had changed
his skies but not his methods.

He laild out his leisure in so orderly a
fasbion that not a moment of it could lag
or go asiray,and so it happened that the
morning after his landlord’s call, being a
Friday, he strolled down the village street
to the post office to buy his weekly supply of
stamps,

It was a lonely village street. There
was not a person in sight, except, yes—the
Judge looked again—the picturesque cld
lady who had performed so admirably in the
parlor the night before.

She was tall, bent and dark, with a great
nose and a curly shock of white hair. She
limped as she approached, aiding herself
with a cane.

*Good morning, Judge Marcellus,” she
&aid familiarly,in the rather deep tones one

‘tomehow expected from her appearance.
*We are both too old to stand upon cere-
mony, especially in the country. Iam Mrs,
Gaither, up at the hotel, you know.”

"""*1 know, ] had the pleasure of hearing
,Your extuisite musio last evening, madam,
foc which I thank you,” replied the Judge;
bowing gallantly.

"Ob, 23 for that, music ia-second nature

“*With me. I am, therefore I play. Off fora
climh to the summit hoase, 1 presume?”

“No; that is too vigorous for me.”

"It is cooler in the dell by the brook.”

“Yex, and damper; 28 my rheumatism
JFarns.  No, the post office is my goal.”

4. "As it was mine but a moment ago, though
no more serious a matter than the stamps
‘I might have got from Mr. Mattern. How

SV we have to be when we are idle.”

.'And with a smile, too hard it seemed
for the wich, soft diaperies and the white
ully hair, the lady limped away.

The old postmaster, too, was busy in
hat w i might umve been idleness; peering
“mlousiy at one of the large official en-
mx;-n in whioh registered mail is en-

'“"Would you mind tellin’ how that lady
Fwen you talking with jest mow spells
I name?” he asked. “Good,” he ex-
Simed watisfiedly as the Judge
that's how 1 writ it here and on the receep;

~ % yet vhen I looked again at ber signa-

actress oalled Estells Maln i8 known as his
friend. I have watehed Estelle closely, but
with only one possible clue as & result.

. Yesterday .ahe pald a milllner's bill with a
fifty dollar note. Not only was this note crisp
and new, with vertical and horirontal fold,
but it was one of the series I fetched for you
from the bank the day you left; I have a little
habit of noting such things.

It may be, therefaors, that through you I
shall be able to find Gerald Daymond. What
ave his marks, you may esk. Like many
another villain, he la versatile and impractical;
a good actor, a finp musiclan, possessed of
almost every accomplishment except the
simple ene of earning an honbst living.

He wae penniless when he eacaped, and ready
money s lite to him. 8q, too, is the freedom
to enjoy it. QGiven these attributes and ne-
cessities, to what sort of recourse would the
spirit of intrigue urge him to turn?

1 need not specify the various solutions that
ocour, merely reminding that the unlikellest
place is the safest; but if you happen to hear
of a young woman mysteriously absent from
her home near Lyndon Inn, please advise me
when you see me. Yours $0 commend,

ABE CRONKITE,

P.8.—Cerald la a devoted admirer of Bee-
thoven, and fond of playing his most difficult
com ns,

As the Judge finished this letter his ex-
pression of intense thought softened Into
one of rapture. Up from the parlor floated
the unequalled strains of that masterplece
of symphonio art, the “Choral 8ymphony,”
exquisitely rendered.

1V.

In order to hear the music more dis-
tinctly the Judge threw open the door of
his sitting room, Leaning against the wall
of the oorridor, as if halted by a sudden
shock, was hig good landlady, her face wan
and contorted, her hand pressed against
her heart.

“My dear madam,” oried the Judge, in
genuine alarm, “I fear you are overtired,
ill. Come in here, won't you, and rest?
Let me help you to a chair, a fan, a glass of
wine."”

And with oldtime courtesy he suited the
action to the word,

Presently the poor woman burst violently
into tears.

“I can't bear it any longer,” she wailed.
“No light, no news, though we have given
up every cent we oan sorape!”

“There, there, you must calm yourself,”
urged the Judge, administering sundry
fatherly pats. “I will gladly give you the
aid of my skill and experience, such as it is,
Remember, I have always entertained the
highest respect for you and your husband
while little Helen, you know—"

*Helen, my darling; where is she? We
can't find her, Judge. The more we pay
thas woman the moure she promices; but
nothing comes of it—nothing but empty

ots and broken hearts.”

“I think I understand you,” said the Judge,
meditatively. “Natural pride and dread
have restrained you from publicity. Hope
has impelled you to believe the representa-
tions, to submit to the exactions of the
woman, yes, the woman, who is playing
downstairs.” -

“Oh, the piece she is playing! That is
what overcame me just mow, Judgd, I
never heard it but onoce before but I would
know it, I would know it, if I heard it in
heaven, if I beard it in——" .

“Tell me,” oommanded ths Judge im-
pressively.

Nhrzdv. brokenly, Mrs. Mattern told
the story. .

Bhe had noted a change in Helen that
spring. The girl grew pensive and ab-
straoted, given #o long, solitary walks,
followed by melancholy silences, despite
her mother’s inquiries.

One day her mother, keeping her in sight,
saw her enter a oottage frequently rented
n for & brief outing. As she

T thought there was & f”m‘*e) : 'T'

“God bless my soul!® oried the Judge,
startled by his own progress from suspioion
to conviotion. “It is impossible; therefore
it Is so!”

“That night Helen disappeared,” Mra,
Mattern continued, “leaving & note that
sald we must not seek her—that she would
return in honor or she would not return
at all, Of oourse we've tried to find her—
you‘can't imagine, Judge, how hard we've

‘I don't need to imagine, for I know,”
Interposed the Judge pityingly. “Time
and again I haveseen the wise and prudent
betrayed by their affections and led from
ons absurdity to another greater one
through sorrow, suspense and apprehension
of shame. This woman, whoever she is—
I don't say—came, I presume, with ocertain
faots about Helen which won your oconfl-
dence —*

“8he oertainly knows all about Helen from
the time she was a little child. But oh,
the stories ahe has told!”

“And oh, the sums you have pald for them!
This imposition must be stopped &t once.”

“But where should we be then, Judge?
Isn't it better to have even a [little truth
than no truth at all?”

The Judge bit his lip vexedly.

“I feel morally sure,” he mused. *But,
then, to make such a charge against one
seemingly a lady of age, respectability and
refinement—— " )

A thiok set, somewhat stolid looking man,

who had been standing unobserved in the
shadow of the doorway, stepped into the
room. )
“Have the courage of your convictions,
Judge,” he said. “I just noticed a little
matter down at the post office which satis-
fled me, as little matters often do. Why
would Mrs. Gaither fall into the error of
spelling her name with a ‘y,’ unless she has
long been acoustomed to the use ¢’ @ name
in which ‘y’ does follow ‘ay' such as Day-
mond, for instance?”

It was Abe Cronkite,

s Vs

Judge Marocellus was ill at ease thaé even-
ing when he knocked at the door of Mrs.
Gaither's sitting ropm. Notwithstanding
the convincing work that he and Cronkite
had been able to do by telephone and tele-
graph, he yet was shaken by the fear of a
dreadful mistake.

To his old fashioned notions, an insepa-
rable sanctity clung to feminine raiment;
and he resolved that he would make his

"assurance doubly sure before giving the

signal which might lead to sacrilege beyond
expression and explanation.

Mrs. Gaither opened the door cautiously;
and, in response to the statement that his
oall was a business one, invited the Judge
to enter. The centre light was burning but
dimly, and, as she took her own place at a
distance from it, she waved her visitor
to a chair.

There was daintiness, there was elegance
in the pose, as she sat with her jewelled hand
shading her eyes: above all there was the
pervasive feminine appeal for consideration.
All these combined to stimulate the Judge's
decorous doubta.

“It has been my experience as a lawyer,
madam,” the Judge began, “that in the.in-
vestigation and solution of a mysterious
case, light is apt to oome from an unexe
pected source. But working in the dark
seems to incline the wisest and best of us
to susploion, and so it also often happens
that the one innocently furnishing this light
is aconsed of complicity in the evil sought to
be righted.” ;

*Ypu will pardon me, sir,” interposed Mrs.
Gatther “if I say that your legal experiences,
however interesting to you, seem more pro~-
lix than pertinent to me.”

“They may be pertinent, and perhaps
even interesting to you, madam, if I am con-
strained thereby to give you a chance to
explain——"*

“To explain?. Sir!"

“To explain® why you eent most of the
money you have extorted from the Matterns
under pretence of tracing and restoring
their daughter, to a very different sort of a
young person, Estelle Main, the vaudeville
actress ——"

“Preposterous!”

“Who has been living at the place and
under the assumed name to which you ad-
dreseed the registered package. S8he is in
custody, and has confessed——"*

“Confessed! The friendly interest of a
lonely old woman in an ambitious and de-
serving girl.”

“She has confessed that she received the
notes in that package—they also have been
identified—from her lover, Gerald Daymond,
who is wanted for——"

“This pasees all comprehension!”

“Murder. Her confeasion bas been shown
to Miss Capelle in prison, who now admits
that Daymond deceived, betrayed her,
introduced her into his uncle’s house——

*My God, does Helen tell all that?”

*Who said anything about Helen?! How
does it happen you know who Miss Capelle
really i8?” demanded the Judge with a sigh
of actual relief. “Come, Gerald Daymond,
you have played well an evil part; but don't
yon think you had hetter go into the nest
room and put on the male attire that Cron-
kite has provided for you? Tt would be
more seemly. Wo den't wantarow. There
is no possibility of escape, every avenue
is guarded ——"

Tt was a terrifio figure which suddenly
sprang up and confronted the Judge; the
more terrific for its grotesqueness of dis-
guise, for the utter inanity and insuffi-
ciency of feminine fripperies under the
revealing agony of despair.

*1 will go in there,” said a deep, hollow
voioa, which matched the man beneath the
masquerade; *for there is an escape not-
withstanding %

The Judge hlew a shrill blast on a whistle,
Instantly Cronkite and Mattern dashed in
through the windows from the veranda
roof. They reached the bedroom door,
when there was a sharp report within,

“He found an escape, sir, notwithstand-
ing,” eaid Cronkite, with a grave nod to the
Judge.

SUPPLIES CUT OFF,

Effect of the San Francisce Earthquake
Felt n the East.

When the news of the San Francisco
calamity reached the East no New Jersey
town was more sympathetio than Morris-
town. Donations of money, food and
clothing were solicited and sent to the
destitute Westerners. Members of the
various women's clubs made house to house
canvasses for relief funds, and high and low
were interested in the work. s

In the midst of the excitement Mrs, K.,
& member of the summer colony, arrived
in Morristown for the [vurpou of superin-
tending the apening of her house for the

a&proachl summer season. Forthe work
8

enga as extra help Sam and Rose,
a oolored couple who makea living working
by the day for Morristown families, One

day Rose paused in her dusting long enou
to’n topl:er employer, “Mrs. K., there's
lollune hing in my mind, and I think it sure
w rise you.”
¢ hnE is lt.yRooe?' asked her employer.
“Well, it am this, Mrs. K.: there ain't no
worsé San Francisco sufferers nowhere
than me and Sarh is, for them persons what
depend on for their garments has

the truff, »

&

we ocould
now done gib 'em to tho|=1 donation ps:tlu.

ué 8 ahos to my

&

‘'union, the superintendent was reduced to

hy"r:-

HE NEW TEACHER IN °
THE TORAH SCHOOL.

Abele Risnovsky, Though a Green-
fiorn, Makes a Hit and
Gets Ambitious.

The stocly, heavy hearded principal of
the Talmud-Torah (Hebrew School) leaned
hack, stared hard and rapped out:

“And you are a teacber?”

“Yes, I'm a teacher,” from the oveamy
faced, round sbouldered, spindls shanked
applicant for e mployment,

The principal’r plercing stare alowly
took in the bowed headed melamed (He-
brew teacher) from the top of his worn hat to-
the soles of his unshined shoes. Then his
revere voloe, acoustomed to authority,
demanded:

“Have you taught before?"

“Sure, I've taugbt in different places,
lastly in the bhig Brownsville Talmud.
Morah. 1 can bring the best possible
reference,” the teacher olacked ous with a
promptness which some might have thought
oonvincing, but which nevertheless ouly
showed that he had schoecled bimself to
rattie off the formula.

As @ matter of fact, he had been ranging
from Talmud-Torah to Talmud-Torah
Jooking for employment, and everywhere
he had falled. His statement about tke
Brownsville Tulmud-Torab oontainod a
modicum of truth, for the teachers in
that Instituticn had struck [for higher
wages, anvd, owing to their well knit, secret

employing any teachers he could get.

Thus this humble teacher had taught
in the Brownsville Telmud-Torah for two
days. Then the strike was settied and he
again faoced starvation. His ohanoce of
obtalning a job being ratber desperate,
he did not mind improving it by some
slight deviation from veracity. .

Having tbus delivered his studied half
true statoment, he furtivoly cast an anxious
glance at the principal, to watch whether
he had notioed the deception. The princi-
pal's visuge was forbidding, and blankly
inscrutable.

After a while the principal irrelevantly
hegan to intooe with nasal melancholy
*Bom, bom, bom, la, la, Ia,” keeping time
with his thumb on the table. The teacher
fidgeted nervously.

The scene was rudely broken In upon
hy the turtmient intrusion of a mother
with a weeping youngstes, and her noisy
complaints that her offspring displayed
strong antipathies to going to school, and
learnad nothing when he did go, and dis-
obeyoed her at hume. The teacher moved
to a corner, contracted himself toa minimum
and vaguely wondered what was the mean-
ing of life.

The principal called on the juvenile
oulprit to produce reasons, if ha oould, for
hin misdemeanor. The latter answered
with a burst of ear pieroing howls. The
principal next asked whether it was his
intention to roform and be goord; the offender
issued more clamorous howls; the principal
told the mother she might go hame and he
would fix the boy, whereupon the howls
became so savage that the mother bad to
roturn and assure tbe boy that no harm
would re done to him.

Exit mother, enter second mother, same
story, same conclusions.

The teacher marvelled what relation it all
had to him, and whether, if he secured the
johy mothers would bring kim children to
scold and chastise., At last there was
quiet, and the teacher remarked:

“I can show excellent recommendations,
it you want any.”

“I don't give a rap for your recommenda-
tions, What's your name?"

“Abele Risnoveky."

*And you are a teacher?” The principal
returned to his original question.

“YI've given the greatest satisfaction in
the best schools; they were all sorry to lose
me. 1 can bring the very best recommen-
dations, if you only say the word,” the
teacher rejoined more spiritedly, now that
the principal had said he did not care for
any recommendations,

“I don't think you would do at all. No,
you wouldn't do. I'm sorry, but you
wouldn't do.”

The teacher was depressed and, saying
a humble good-by, to which the principal
did not reply, he heavily turned to go.
However, when he was at the door, he
heard the principal call after him, “Mr,
Risnovsky!" and he blithely returned.

“Mr, Risnovsky, you are single?”

“Yes gir.”

“You wouldn't do for a teacher; you're
a greenhorn, but I'll give you a trial. I'll
pay you twelve dollars a month, and you
have to teach only four hours a day, from
half past three to half past seven. Come,
1'l) give you your class.”

While following the principal, Mr. Ris-
noveky rapidly calculated what disposition
he would make of his salary.

Three dollars a month he would spent
on lodging—that's a little too much, he
might lodge for two dollars, but since he's
earning money why grudge himself, and why
not take a separate room in partnership
with another man.

Well, taking three from twelve, there
remains nine dollars a month. Board
would cost a dollar a week and oclothing
and other expenses another dollar a month,
so he would still have a dollar a week to
deposit in the savings bank. Heavens!
Every week one more dollar! And the
savings bank pars interest, too!

Threading darx, dingy hallways, the
walls of whioh were honeycombed with
prison oells—that's what the rooms looked
like more than anything else—from which
there penetrated the roar and hullabaloo
of hundreds of children reciting at the top
of their voices, according to the Jewsh
method of teaching, the principal, with the
teacher at his heels, plunged into a room
where nearly a hundred eight and ten-year-
olds were in internecine combat.

The principal, slapping, spanking, kick-
ing, caning, beat the inchoate mass of
young humanity into a semblance of order.
Then a little kid abruptly squeaked, *New
teacher!” and forthwith, seized by a mighty
impulse which apparently it was not in
their power to resist, the clase set forth a
flerce yell: “Now teacher! New teacher!
New teacher!

Deafened and bewildered, poor Mr. Ris-
noveky thought Rabel was come anew,
but the nndaunted principal made short
work of -the unfortunate first offender,
swiftly caned the class into quiet, and,
panting and exhausted, finally handed Mr.
Risnoveky the insignia of offloe—a bulky
prayer book and a cane, sputtering:

“Teach!”

Mr. Risnovsky nervously twitched his
knees, shouldered the cane like a gun, and
in a voice which ill compared with the prin-
cipal's stentorian might, told the boys to
give him their names, whioh he would write
down. The teacher thought he was be-
ginning the right way—in fact he had taken
this hint from the superintendent of the big
Brownsville Talmud Torah; but he presently
found that different institutions have dif-
ferent oustoms, for his present superior
sniffed and waved his hand in disdain:

*No_highiown ways bersi

*

you got to do with their names, and what
d&z‘m want to write them down for? Just

Faint hearted and apprehensive for his
job, Mr. Risnoveky meekly asked what he
was to teaoh, j

“The Psalms—let them recite the Pealms,”
the principal! said, leaving the room; “I'll
ocome later to see how you are getting on.
Maintain striot discipline.”

Welladay! What an impish hubbub and
wrangle, and what a darting of buttons and
marbles and wp-trin& there onsued as
soon as the redoubtable principal was out.
All Mr. 's efforts at peace were
lost in the raging sea; if he chided two boys
there were about ninety-eight more who
drowned his volce; if he turned his back for
& moment a roaming missile would even
bit the teacher himself.

Just as he was getting frantio with ex-
asperation, the prudent principal, who
knew his flook and the sort of shepherd to
whom he had imtrusted them, reentered
the pandemonium. He glanoed at the
shivering teacher, who feared his oocupa-
tion was gope, but, on the contrary, the
principal, perhaps gratified at seeing that
the shepherd was still alive and not tern to
piecea by the sheep, smiled condescendingly,
desired teacher to point out the most dis-
orderly boys and sermonized the class, pre-
dioting dire things for the unruly and dis-
obediens.

In a few hours the teacher was becoming
acclimatized, and felt as if he could foresee
the period in the remote future when he
would be able to keep the class in order and r
teach them something. At the thought
there came over him a great feeling of ex-
hilaration, and in wanton sport he began
making new arrangements of his salary.

Why shouldn't he marry, now that he
was saving money—a dollar every single
week? Just then a woman did ocome in,
but the first peep with the cormer of his
eye told Mr. Rienoveky that, whatever
the woman and her mission might be, she
was scaroely a likely object for hic tender
ambition; she was altogether too gnrd a
lady, with a hat whose brim was of such
dignified sweep that it looked much like
an umbrella, and with a dress that certainly
had onoe boen in fashion.

The lady inquired about the sweet little
children and their studies, smiled at the
teacher, the pupils and the world {n gen-
eral and departed, without the thought
ooourring to Mr. Risnovsky to ask her who
she was and what she wanted.

Mr. Risnoveky was soon to regret this
oversight.

Within five minutes the prinocipal rushed
in as if borne by & hurricane, his grim
features working with indignation and the
disoharge of the poor teaoher almost on his

very, lips. | strange nalsed ociild be. heas

“Not to hand a chair to a member of the
Board of Directresses of the Ladies’ Branch
of the Talmud Torah! Was ever suoh;
impudence known! Avaunt! Such:a book
Oh, my God! I said at once he wouldn't
do. You a teacher in a Talmud Torahl;
Go, at least agk pardon of Mise Ratzensteln, |
who is such a munificent patroness of this
holy institution!”

At this moment Miss Ratzenstein, an old
maid, like most patronesses of institutions,
entered.

“Why, dear me, what a fuss you make
about it. It's nothing. I'm mure this
gentleman here did not mean any harm,”
and she beamed on distracted teacher in a
way that struck the keen principal,wit
amazed awe. :

*I beg pardon,” faltered the teaoher.

#“Oh, it's nothing to epeak of. 1 see
you're & new teacher. I hope you're satia-
fled with the place here?”

The teacher mumbled something about
his more than mere satisfaotion, and about
his latest decision as to the economy of
$12 & month.

“Oh, you're teaching the dears the
Psalms,” the patroness of the Talmud Torah
rattled on. “That's good. I like Fsalms,
I'm sure. Don’t you? There's nothing like
it. Oh, I'm so glad you're teaching them
the Psalma. But, oh, excuse me, may I
ask your name?"”

“Abele Risnovsky.”

“Risnovseky—that sounds real Jewish—
Russian Jewirh, you know. My name is
Annie Ratzenstein. Oh, I'm sure—what
was 1 saying? You enjoy the place, don't
you? Oh, I'm sure I'm so glad!"

Miss Ratzenstein gave teacher a queerly
ourved bow that included a swinging of the
head to and fro, her face wreathed in smiles,
and left, accompanied by the obsequious
principal. Shortly, however, the principal
hurried in with ejaculations. “Reb Abele,
Miss Ratrenstein has inquired about you!
She says you impressed her favorably!
She says she'll come again to ses your
work! Why, man, I'll give you at once a
raise of a dollar a month!”

The teacher looked abous sheepishly,
unable to comprehend such an avalanche
of good fortune. But the session was ata
close, and he wended his way homeward
with a ' mind distracted between the exciting
day's experience and the image of the
gracious, ourveting, bowing Miss Ratzen-
stein.

MODEL SHOVEL SALESMAN.

Story Told of the Duke of Wellington and
a Big Contract.

From the M. Louis Globe-Democrat,

A millionaire shovel maker, as he sat in the
smoking room of an Atlantio liner, sald:

“I have been over to England trying to sell
shovels to the British Government. I failed,
1 didn’t sell a shovel, A dead man named
Jones was the cause of my fallure,

“Jones was alivé, very much alive, during
the battle of Waterloo, He sat on horseback
near Wellington's tent. Wellington, seeing
him there in clvillan's dress, sald angrily:

“*Who are you?'

“+I am a shovel salesman, 'sald Jones, ‘and
I came here from Brussels to see the battle.’

**Now that youare here,’said Wellington,'are
you willing to carry a message for me to one
of my Generals? It will be a dangerous er-
rand, but I have no one else to send.,’

“‘I'll carry your message,’ sald Jones, ‘and
as for danger, one part of this battlefleld is
no more dangerous than another to-day.'

“So Wellington gave him the message,
and Jones dellvered it, but failed to return
The Duke thought him slain, but one day
eélght or nine years later & man accosted
the Duke In London,

“*Do you remember me?" he said.

“*Ido,' sald Wellington, shaking the man's
hand warmly, ‘you saved two regiments of
mine by the delivery of that message. Why
didn’t you return to me?* ,

»Jones said his horse had been killed by a
cannon ball as he was returning, and he him-
self had been shot in the side, but not badly—
a few days abed had brought him rour 4.’

“+Well' ‘said the Duke, ‘what can I do for

ou '
4 [ am a partner in that shovel house of ours
now,' said Jones, 'the firm name Is Smith,
Jenkins & Jones, and 1'd like to get a Govern-
meit contract.’

“He got it,” the millonaire ended sadly,
“From that day to this all the shovels used in
the British army and navy have been supplied
by the house of Smith, Jenkins & Jones. I
;-rucgd my time tryiifg to compete with that

m.

Another Charge Against Moter Cars.
From the London Daily Mail,
Mid-Sussex farmers have added another
count to the Indictment of motorists, with

regard to the dust nuisance, .
hey say that owing to the dust ralsed
by motor oars it now

WHEN BUD DID DO HIS WORK.

Case of the Ghest of & Mallresd Megman
Who Was Lazy When Afive,

“Bud Sammons, who fagged for {‘harley

Corey, was & fellow,” sald the fat

:dnnr. “but the work didn’t seem

was oontinually gettin' him in trouble,

“One night when Charley’s fast freight
was runnin' ahead of No. 13 they
stop up-on the curve by Joy’s Woods
o0ol some hotboxes., Aocordin’
rules 'n’ ethios of the d game B was
up to Bud to take his red lanterns, walk
back thirty-seven telegraph poles n' pro-

“I guess Bud thought they weuld get
goin' aguin in a minute. At mte, be
didn’t take the trouble to go ‘n’' with ,
& rush 'n’ a roar No. 13 came fiyin’ along 'n’
made a noise like a bad sodident againet the
rear end of Corey’s train.

“When they got things straightened out
a bit they found Bud Sammons layin' in a

east with No. 12, makin’ the fast time for

which I am noted, when on the track ahead

of me, up by Joy ‘s woods, I saw s little yellow

circle of light, 'n’ in the centre of thia circle

& man was wavin' his arma over his head,
Remenberin

toots on the whistle, ahut off steam 'n'
slowed up preparatory to stoppin’.

“I declare to man, when we got down
near to the circle it faded 'n' disappeared.
I couldn’t see any trace of the man who
was signallin' me to stop. I felt as foolish
@8 a hen when she finds out she’s been settin’
on white deorknoba. '

“When I got 'em goln’ agaln, Murphy
stepped ever to my elbow 'a’ sald,.in an
awed veioce: ‘ i

* ‘Did you see it? .

® ‘SBure, I says. ‘What waa it? . .

“Way,' he eays, ‘that’s Bud Bammons's
aperrit as sure as I ever put a scoopful of
ooal on a fire. I suppese Bud's sperrit got
to worryin' over the aceident caused by his
carelessness 'n’ just can’'t keep away from
the railroad traok.’

“‘A brace of poohs for yours,' eays L.
"Who ever heard tell of such a thing?, -

“The thing appeared to mare- . ODe
crew, nevertheless, ‘n' little kmots of tss boys
whenever they got together in the bhnk-
rooms ‘n’ roundhouses would get to dis-
ousain’ it. One of 'em would say: -

“‘Sure enough I saw it with my twa eyee
‘n’ I just paased the Solor hlind exanjina-
tion, toa.! . ARy, 5

"An’ the word was _arqun’ that
from Joy's woods by atty one who had sand*
enough to stop 'n’ listen. .
J*Well, “uir,, mz-rr-“[iu‘m?m@ i
wronght tup ‘'nikiwds sure up to sox
o get adjacent to what was gain’ on there
inthe vicinity of Joy's wood, |, .

*On my dext ‘trip eomln’ | i on
No. 12 I was just hittin' up* there for all
I was worth by Joy's woods, but just §8 we:
csme aroun’ ‘the ourve thére: was Bud's
shadow on the joh goin' threugh his calin-
thenios. I looked at my watth to see if
my position as to the time card wonld admit
of me stoppin’ for a spiritual éeance 'm’
settle the thing then 'n' there. » ' . .

“With a sigh, perbaps of regret, or I sup-
knoolens would call it.a ‘of!

¢rPRAINED WHALES? *
. ASKS THE SKIPPER.
“Sare. Show 'em Off the Summer

"Hotels and You're Bound
to Get Rich.”

-

“Whales,” sald 8ki Bill
Hitéle obosner Gassle, which u?p
stream off Liberty Island, "w
ous fish,

“There is folks as will tell you
ain't fish at all, but I bhappens
better than that. Haven't they
and don’t they ewim in the water
any other fish? Then, says I, fish
Mammale you may call them, and cetageans,
and you may call the old girl whales cows;
and the old fellows bulls, but to my way
o' thinking they is fish.

“Fished for 'em myself many’s the tkmey
and some I harpooned, but of course nob
in the Gussie. No,the Gusesie ain't big
enough for that, and she ain't got more'n
enough room for half a whaleboat's crew;
but fished for '‘em I did, along with my
father, sailing out of New Bedford in the
days when there warn't no coal oll, and
folks used to burn sperm, if they could buy
it.

“What I wanta to tell about is the school
that we seen off the Jersey coast this last
trip. Biggest sohool ever 1 see—so big
I guess I almost ought to call it a university,
and I would, only folks generally says
school, which 18 just one more proof thas
whales is flgh.

*There they was swimmin' about us
'most all the time south of the Delaware
Breakwater and this side o' the Frying
Pan shoals. Boinetimes they was alose
aboard, and them they would haul away
to the nor'ard and we wouldn't see 'em
for a day or eo; but they always come
baak, and we brought 'em with us clean
to the Hool. t

“I tried mighty hard to get one or two of
'em to come along inside, so's I could send
one to the @ish circus at the Battery, where
Jenny Lind used to sing, and get another
to go down to Coney, so's folks could see
for th omselves that whales ls fish.

“But I dida't have no luck this time.
Boon as I can get this cargo o' logwood
out the Gussie, back I am going off the
Jersey shore an’ make a deal to get thas
whole blamed school near some summer
hotel. ‘ Guess it will pay better'n hauling
Jogwood, an’ the Gussie's too darned alow
to go after bananas. They'd get ripe and
rot in hei hold before she could make Tybee

light, . .

* *Think I am talkin' through this old

bat of mine, do you? Well I ain't, and

there ain't nbbody what knows better

¥hat 6o do-than I does, That sechool is
much what I

ami T do pretty
mvhh le._gou!dn't get it to ocome
fnside the Hook, of course, because it was
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‘} afraid that I might turn #t into whalebone

and stuff; but since they has seen that
‘1 am straitlaced and won't de no mean
tricks T can get fb to play around a sum-
mer hotel ad easy ds fallin’ off & bowspris
in & gale of wind. You'll see that I cen
toll the truth. h :

' and ocarry him about for weeka at a e,
*“That fellow's name was Jonsh and they
would bave pated me after him i they

nM.!uwthlhhﬁan’mb? nutes late 0’| wo
couldn't stand m:rnpﬂn‘ wi 'm“ Fbad knpowed what kind o' luck I'was goin'

T had just mad ) onmoye
steam, not to hurry by the beuntad spot,
oh, nn, just merely t¢ make up time, when
vei-p, the air brakes were set from some
cause 'n’ we oame to a stop in a oirole of such
bright light thas it blinded me. g

“When I got 8o I could see I Bursé right
out laughin'. The mystery of Bud Hal
mons's ghost was solved. Y

“What I saw in front of me throvgh an
openin’ the wps 8 o eRLnT .
meetin' with .:..W...MMJ
platform in front of @ big row of bright
lights, the oolored bwethren in the congre-
gation a-groanin' 'n' goin® on aocordin' to
the extent they were moved by the spirit.
When the wind was in the right direction
it would blow the limbe of the trees apart
'n' the Liright lights behind the léader of the
camp meetin’ threw his shadow eut over the
track. ]

“Of oourse as he warmed up in the work-
out he threw his armes up 'n’ down over his
head, makin' many fancy shadows out on
the railroad track. When the wind died
down 'n' the limbs stopped movin' the
shadow would be shut out. Altogether it
had a will o' the wisp effect.

“An air brake hose had buret, causin'
our train to stop, but we soon got things
straightened out 'n' were away from the
camp meetin' grounds. The ghost was
settled, however, 'n' [ hope it will be a spell
before we have another scare, as it’s rackin’
on my nervee.”

AFTER THE EARTHQUAKE,

A San Francisoe Refugee's Experience
WIth & Yankee Tax Collector.

“This is & pretty good town, New York,
now that San Fremcisco has been wiped
off the map,” sald a Californian. “I have
just got bere after a visit to my wife's people
in a oountry town In Massachusetts, and
here I'll stay until I get things fixed . to
resume my business in San Franocisco.

“I'm from New England myself .origi-
nally, but the West, is good enough for me,
and thehexporhnco 1 had on my vislt to the
Massachusetts bamlet oonfirms my rd
for California. I went fiat broke :i.“urlng
the earthquake and fire. On the second
day I had to skiddoo for the Presidio with
my family, and on the hoof at that.

“We didn't have three bits among the
crowd. We'd paid rent in advance only
the day before the shake, and my wife had
bought a new summer hat and other fixin’s,
which, however. never left the stores, she
having left them for alterations.

“Well, as we were hiking along I met a
man 1 knew merely by sight, a barkeeper
and politiclin, whose' place was near the
office of a friend of mine downtown. I
stopped him, told him my name and asked
him to deliver ‘a message to this friend if
he happened to see him. He promised to
do 80, and then asked:

“‘How are you fixed? Got any coin?
No? Well, I got ta my pafe before the fire,
beat it to it by tan mimutes, so take this to

help you along. Don't know you, but I
(ue‘;ayyo‘g'm :ﬁrlg t. Pay me {mok when
you get it.' ; ot

“And he $20 from the pocketful
of gold col . Now wasn’t that a
mzﬁ bit of all right? And that's the way
o Western man vrupuuu times, Takes
no earthquake to loosen up a Westerner's
heart or poaketh.ook. ‘

“Now gt me tell you ‘what happened to
me in thia New England town I've just ‘quit,
1 had a cottage there for the sunmer two

ars 8go. fapt that T went broke,
ost my business and about all my effects
was well known there, for the local paper
printed the news.

“Will, sir, I hadn't been there two days
before I ﬁot a letter from the tax collector
with a bi lgrb:x J)oll ht:xih‘phwtar st ::5
two years, X hay n char
againat me becAuse I had that cottage there
two years before. What d'you think of

";',nmttha't. &ym&: ;
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10 have all the time. . I'll bet that it I could
truos baok far enough I could skin some
of thees aristocrate to death. Talk about
landin’ with Willam the Conqueror—why
1 am just as certain as I am that I am lvin'
thatthat Jonab was a direct ancestos.

*Them whales out there seems to think
20, too, by the way thay followed the Gussle
and I gueas that if ever the crew took the
notion in thejr heads to chuck me overe

4 there Would he one of them whale
dght there to bring ma badk to little old
Manhattan.

“I was sitting on the taffrai' the othee
night, smoking my pipe after supper, when
one o' that school swim- up a'ongside and
oooks his eye up &’ me as much as to say
that he would like to make friends. The
fellow at the wheel was keeping his eye
on the peak of the foresafl, steering by the
wind, and didn't see it, else I could prove it}
but that whale certainly did wink and whas
is more he sald ‘Hello!’

“Now that's a whole lot for some whales
to do, but this fel'ow did, and I answered
him back as good'as X could, though I ean't
speak muoh whale ta k. However, we
fixed it all up and he'’s going to get the rest
of the bunch to go into the busainess of show-
ing theirselves off hotels There is a lot
of money to be made out of it, and the whales
won't have to go off up north in the winter
time to be hunted to death by whalers.
All they will have to do will be to go down
to Florida and the West Indies and swim
about while I gues ashore and oollects from
the proprietors of the hotels.

“By and by we can extend our business
to whales in all parts of the world. I think
that I'l go up in Wall street and see if I
oan't get the company capitalized. Seems
to me it would be & good way to float bonds
and then folks couldn’ make no nasty re-
marks about watering stocks and about
sharks. Whales is what they would be deal-
ing in, and of course the whales cquldn't
be without the water. Which is another
proof that they is fish and not mammdla.

“The more I think this over the bigger
it all seems and sometimes it seems
that there ain’t no end to the possibilities
EKemarks about whaling big proposition and
all that we don't want.”

The skipper paused, refilled hia pipe and
smoked for a time in silences. Then a great
light came into his eyes.

“Young fellow,” said he, *I have heen
lying to you all this time. I own that school
of whales. The business is on a paying
basis and I came here on the Gussie to
oharter a 1,500 ton steam yacht. 1 won's
let anybody bave any stock in the com-
pany. At present 1 am only showing the
whales off houh;th buti :o hhsvo agreed to

ny of the old whales each year
o St them up for the blubber and boney
to say nothing of the ambergris and such
like. It's one of the &oumr whales that
gaw into that end of the business. We are
going to have refineries and a system o
submarine gme lines to oarry the oil
all the bi es. Itwmboloohmmn
l_‘rc?onn will use it instead of gas eleo-

ty.

*“Have you got a ol about ? (]
than:lhalz:bong we b{:: pmdu;? lai
woooldoo.cg;dtwwry.md-hhs
tight_squeeze Q,llzhem to get money just
now I am shorv. anks. ]

“But don't you let any one tell you that
whales ain’t flah—they is suokers and suck-
ers of the big kind, else 1 never could
have got 'em in the coppbine.”

Found Cannon Ball of 1084,

From the Lowdon Globe,

A cannon ball which had lain buried since
1684 was yesterday recovered from s fleld on
the of Mr. Hampson of Acton, Nant-
wich. The anclent wu:mhof r:uﬂtwlol phm

iderable part the civil war,
.hudwnq'ur.l‘:u an.CPe-hlro 0 g)o gxlmun-
tary Generals Falrfax an rereton, and
znwh fighting took place at Acton, wi

uring & portion of the siege of Nantwich
r?ﬂ forces were located
oh
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